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•the angels who were at the Resurrection playing backwards and
forwards before the sun. There was also the 'sheep cot pool* below
Wernwg, where Hob with his lantern was to be seen, only Hannah
never saw him. But when people were going to market on Thurs-
day mornings they would exhort one another to come back in good
time lest they should be led astray by the Goblin Lantern, and boys
would wear their hats the wrong way lest they should be enticed
into the fairy rings and made to dance. Then the story of the girl
of Llan Pica who was led astray by the fairies and at last killed by
them, and the story of the old man who slept in the rm'11 trough at
the Rhos Goch Mill and used to hear the fairies come in at night
and dance to sweet fiddles on the mill floor. Hannah living in
'the Bryngwyn* wore a tall Welsh hat till she was grown up.
Safiirday, 15 October
I found the old soldier sitting by his black fireplace and the door
open, but soon a spark of fire showed and the flame leapt up, and
soon we had a glowing fire. We talked about the War and he
amused me by telling me his remembrances of the wolves in Spain,
how they were very large and fierce, much larger than any dog he
had seen. 'We frightened them/ he said, 'by making a flash of
powder in the pan of our muskets. When the wolves saw it they
went away. They did not like to see that.* It is nothing to write,
but the old man said it so quaintly as if the wolves disappioved of
the proceeding and did not wish to countenance it, so they walked
away.
Tuesday, 18 October
Old James Jones was breaking stones below Pentwyn. He told
me how he had once cured his deafness for a time by pouring hot
eel oil into his ear, and again by sticking into his ear an 'elleni*
(elder) twig, and wearing it there night and day. The effect of the
eel oil at first was, he said, to make his head and brains feel full of
crawling creatures.
A wild rainy night. They are holding Clyro Feast Ball at the
Swan opposite. As I write I hear the scraping and squealing of the
fiddle and the ceaseless heavy tramp of the dancers as they stamp the
floor in a country dance. An occasional blast of wind or rush of rain
shakes my window. Toby1 sits before the fire on the hearthrug and
1 The diarist's cat.

